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CURTAIN 

Another school year has gone by. Another year has been added 
to the Sachem’s term of service to the school. We of the staff have 
tried to be fair and impartial in the exercises of our various functions 
as members. We have tried to give appropriate standing to the several 
departments of the magazine. We have endeavored to make the Sachem 
as representative of M. H. S. as possible, by utilizing material of all 
kinds from all classes, in order to present a varied, and consequently: 
interesting content. We have tried our best; but you who will control 
the affairs of the Sachem next year will do well to adopt as your 
motto, ‘‘The biggest room in the world is the room for improvement.”’ 

In this last issue of the Sachem of ’31-’32 the staff as a whole de- 
sires to express its appreciation of the earnest efforts of the teacher 
advisers to make its work a success. —A.W. Warren, Jr., 732 


THE CREED OF THE GIRLS’ LEAGUE OF 
MEMORIAL HIGH SCHOOL 


T believe, as a high-school girl of Middleboro, 

That I should do the right thing in a quiet way; 

I should work hard for the good of my school; 

i should do what has to be done with a smile; 

I should have a desire and a will to learn every day; 

1 should be courteous to my fellow students and respectful to my 
teachers ; 

I should be’sincere and loyal to all my colleagues ; 

{ should be a real ‘‘pal’’ in time of need; 

T should appreciate all that is fine and wholesome in life, 

In order tha: I may become a splendid example of womanhood. 

—A. D. B. et al. 
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INFLUENCES OF HIGH SCHOOL LIFE 

High-school life brings a person into contact with different per- 
sonalities and races. A person’s own character is influenced immensely 
by the associates he keeps; agreeable personalities may contribute ad- 
vantageously. High school teaches the need of co-operation between 
students and teachers. Because of this quality, tasks are easier to solve 
and are pleasanter. Without a co-operative spirit a person cannot get 
alone successfully in any kind of work. 

High school develops one’s character, helps to mould one for his 
future life. In a student’s environment he may show whether he will 
be a suecess or whether he will be a shiftless, dependent person. One 
who shirks his duty and is unwilling to do what is assigned him will 
find these characteristics following him through life. The four years 
of high school help to train leaders. They may be leaders in athletics, 
speaking, or music: but character, ambition, and zeal, aided by compe- 
tent training, have made them what they are, and by these qualities 
they have won the respect of their classmates. 

‘*Let us then be up and doing 
With a heart for any fate. 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labor, and to wait.’’ 
—Sally Kaski, 732 


MEMORIAL DAY 

The memorial services were over and I was walking home, when 
J saw a disconsolate figure seated beneath a tree. The tatters of his 
nondescript clothing accentuated the thinness of his body. Here was 
one of the so-called ‘‘glories’’ of war, a young man in his prime, broken 
in body and in spirit. He had done his bit, not to the tune of blaring 
bands, but to the shrieks of shells and the groans of dying friends. 
He came back while others (shall we say more fortunate?) went west. 
The nation welcomed him with open arms; nothing was too good for 
him. People said they would never forget. No, they would never 
forget. 

Do you ever hear the soldiers mentioned today? No, but there 
are many of them still paying for that war, in days and nights of 
pain. When Memorial Day comes again, don’t use it simply as a 
holiday. Plan to spend some time in thought of those men who did 
their bit. And make a resolve that never again shall there be occasion 
for another such sacrifice. —Hdward MacNeill, 732 
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PARADE 


Up the street to the beat of a drum, 
With flags in the breeze, a-marching they come 
Up and along the avenue, 
While above them ripples the red, white, and blue; 
And in their precision of martial stride 
Every citizen takes great pride, 
While sight of the flag that over them floats 
Brings a lump to a thousand throats. 
Is it the flash of the bayonet, 
Or the music, or both? I can’t as yet 
Tell why my pulses wilder beat 
When a parade comes up the street. 
j —Clinton Clark, ’33 


THE PHANTOM BARK 


He crossed in waning twilight cold and gray; 
He crossed that river in a phantom bark. 
We watched it glide from silver sands that day, 
And all our sunshine grew soon strangely dark. 
For none come back who go to spirit shores, 
Who voyage there with spirit boatmen pale. 
We heard the dip of those weird, ghostly oars, 
And caught a gleam of passing snowy sail. 
We know that phantom bark shall nevermore 
Sail on with us o’er life’s uncertain sea; 
Nor shall he strain for sounds of boatman’s oar. 
Oh, nevermore in waiting shall he be. 

—Alma Nye, ’34 
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SPRING 


If I were dead, and over me the flow’rs 
Were blooming with the soon-lost joy of Spring, 
I think I could not lie there in my tomb, 
But would arise and laugh and shout and sing. 


It seems so now, although I may when old 
Lose my young burning zest for life, and say 
On bright May morns when all the world is new, 
‘Must I arise and meet another day?’’ 
—Kathleen Graham ’34 


MEMORIES 


Memories sweet, memories of Mother, 
Keep filling my eyes with tears. 

Oh, why did she have to leave me 

In this world with all its fears? 


God gave me a lovely mother, 
Who meant the whole world to me. 
There never could be such a lover 
As the mother who onee lived with me. 
—Gladys Farrington, °32 


MEMORIAL DAY 


When the day draws near its close, 
We know that night and the morn, 
Sunlit day and thoughtful eve, 
The mountains’ steepness 
And the valley green and fair, 
Grim rocks and flowers rich and rare, 
All are watching over them 
As they are sleeping there. 
: —Ruth Lamoureux, 733 
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A TRIP DOWN THE GRAND CANYON OF THE 
COLORADO RIVER 


While staying at the Grand Canyon in Arizona with my family, 
f took a trip down to the river which caused such a wonderful piece 
of magic. I will relate in detail this interesting trip. 

At an early hour my father, mother, two brothers, and I eathered 
at the corral behind the hotel. We were not to go alone, fo” there 
were about seven other people already waiting. The guide soon came 
end helped us mount our mules. In about five minutes the mules 
reached the trail on which we were to descend. My mother by this 
time had shown the guide that she was not particular whether her 
mule went down or up. So the guide tied her mule to his and thus 
Mother had both hands to hold on with. The ladies came after the 
oulde, then a couple of men and my father, then two college boys, my 
two brothers, I myself, and an old dude. In order to keep up with 
the guide, it was necessary to kick and whip our mules. My younger 
brother refused to do so, and his mule, ‘‘Brownie,’’ was tied behind 
my mother’s. 

Our trail was a one-way affair, and while turning corners, a mule’s 
head and then his tail hung over the precipice. We left our lives 
to the ingenuity of the guide. Despite the danger, we enjoyed our- 
selves immensely. When a wider trail came in view, the two college 
fellows and my older brother and I raced for positions in line. Half- 
way down there was a stone wall on one side and a precipice on the ~ 
other, and we were all edging for positions. <A fellow from Alabama 
jumped his mule over the stone wall and beat us to the resting p!lace. 
It was as pretty a jump as any horse ever made. Although very 
dangerous, we attempted these fool tricks. The mules are sure-footed 
and you could not drive them off the cliff. 


An example of their sure-footedness appeared while we were 
crossing the ‘‘Devil’s Corkserew.’’ It was the most dangerous place 
in the whole canyon. Two weeks after I crossed it, Roy Keith went 
down the canyon; then the ‘‘Devil’s Corkscrew”’ was eliminated, and | 
a safer trail was used. The Corkscrew is, as the name implies, very 
narrow; it has a footing of loose gravel. Here it was necessary to lead 
our mules. I again brought up the rear, and as I was too far behind, 
T hurried. My mule refused to hurry at a most dangerous crossing, 
only about two feet wide. There was a large bank of loose gravel at 
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either side with boulders at the bottom. I was too careless and I 
slipped; but as the reins had been fixed to me by the guide for just 
such an emergency, I did not slide very far down. The mule held 
ground and backed up with the aid of the reins and proceeded more 
carefully. 


At twelve o’clock we reached the roaring Colorado River and ate 
dinner on its bank. An idea of the intense heat at the foot of the can- 
yon I will try to give with a true story. _A young teacher from Indiana, 
whose acquaintance with us had been made several days before, went 
Gown the canyon the previous day. She was one of two girls with a 
buneh of boys or young men. Someone suggested going swimming. 
The girls jumped in with all their clothes on. In about five minutes 
after they came out, they were as dry as if they had never been swim- 
mine. 

After an hour at the river, we started up the long trail home. 
As we turned around a corner, the guide pulled his mule together with 
Mother’s over some high boulders in order to let another party pass. 
tt seared Mother blue as it was so unexpected. As we neared the top, 
it rained several times; but the canyon is beautiful in all sorts of 
weather. We had some fun on the way up with the dude; but what 
he said and what the animal he rode did I will not attempt to relate 
in this story. —Richard Howes, ’32° 


TO A DREAM PRINCESS 


Come from your castle, O princess, 
Out of your towered walls. 
The fields have greater charms, princess, 
Than all your roomy halls. 
Come, see the lily bloom in white, 
The rose bush glow with red. 
Down in the meadow daisies grow, 
To make a fairy’s bed. 
Come, princess, while happy birds are here 
And summer is so gay. 
Winter will come some day too soon, 
And June will go away. 
—Lowise Coughlin, 732 
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ON A MOUNTAIN PATH IN NEW HAMPSHIRE 


There is nothing so beautiful as a walk up a mountain path. The 
needles which have fallen from the bordering hemlock and spruce 
trees form a green glazed carpet for our feet. As we walk on this 
slippery crest, sometimes broken by a protruding rock, bits of animal 
life hop out, but on seeing us, disappear just as quickly as they came, 
The squirrels and striped chipmunks, most common, seem to think that 
this immense playground belongs to them, and they resent our coming 
there just as we would resent a stranger’s walking into our home. 

As we ascend higher, we can hear the trickling of a mountain 
stream, and after turning a few curves in the meandering pathway, we 
come upon its beauty. The sparkling radiance makes it seem almost 
lifelike. As we follow this stream, the cool freshness of the vapor 
refreshes us and acts as a stimulus for the rest of our climb. Before 
leaving the stream, we suddenly come upon a waterfall. It is very 
rough and ragged as it ripples down over the rocks, its destination in 
the pool below. , 

In the still higher regions we notice the difference in the surround- 
ines. The animals are searcer, the trees are not so heavily laden with 
leaves and needles, and the path is rougher as the air grows cooler. 
Finally we are almost at our journey’s end upward. The alluring 
spruce trees, which seem to have turned into little shrubs blown almost 
flat to the ground, appear here and there behind the rocks. A tiny 
white six-peta'ed flower also grows along the ground, adding a little 
beauty to the rough surroundings. 

Now we are at the top, and what a grand feeling as we look out 
over the rolling mass of green below and beyond us! We wonder if 
those really are mountains or a level grassy plain. Looking over this 
magnificent display of Nature, we wonder how it can be passed un- 
noticed by so many people. —Kvelyn Tinkham, 732 


A LEGACY TO THE JUNIORS 
As legacy we leave you this— 
‘‘Hnjoy in full the things we’ll miss. 
Take up our burden; carry on 
Till all your days in High are gone. 
Respect our aims; recall our might. 
Have for your motto, ‘Fight, Class, fight!’ 
Be gay. Love fun. Hate wrong. Speak true. 
Work hard. Know right, and follow through!”’ 
—Marjorie Harrington, 732 
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THE POMEGRANATE SEEDS 


In ancient Greece in days of old 
There lived a maid (or so I’m told) 
With waving locks of sunny gold— 
Proserpine, her name. 

Each day she dearly loved to roam 
In fragrant fields around her home, 
And often strayed away alone 

To pick the gorgeous blooms. 

One day, while wandering so free, 
She chanced upon a flow’ring tree 
With blossoms marvelous to see. 

She tore it from its roots! 

From out the hole so very deep, 

A mighty chariot did leap, 

And on the chariot’s lofty seat 
There sat a handsome king. 

He beckoned to the maiden fair, 

And suddenly, when unaware, 

He lifted her with gentle care 

Into the golden coach. 

Far, far o’er hill and dale they sped; 
The bright sun vanished overhead ; 
They were in the kingdom of the dead, 
The gloomy realms of Pluto. 
Proserpine was filled with grief 

And eried, while trembling like a leaf, 
‘‘My stay here will be very brief, 
For nothing will I eat!’’ 

King Pluto, with a gloomy brow, 
Cried, ‘‘Set a feast before her now!”’ 
The maiden held fast to her vow 

And nothing did she eat. 

But then, grown weary from her fast, 
The hungry maid gave in at last, 
And ate, though trembling and aghast, 
Six small pomegranate seeds. 
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Quicksilver good arrived too late 
To save her from her destined fate; 
For when she told him what she ate— 
Just six pomegranate seeds,— 
He shook his head and sadly said, 
“With Plato you will have to wed, 
And in the kingdom of the dead 
Spend six months every year!’’ 
But with the passing of the years 
Proserpine forgot her tears; 
She laid aside her foolish fears, 
Quite happy and content. 

—Frances Crossley, 732 


WILLOW AND CERESTREUS 


In a far-away country there lived a king and queen who had only 
one child, Princess Willow. She was tall and slender, graceful of 
carriage, and exceedingly fair to behold. Her doting parents granted 
every wish that her heart desired, but still she was never satisfied. | 


One day, as Willow was stro!ling in her garden, the mischief-loving 
Zephyrus whispered in her ear about some beautiful pearls that he had 
seen bedecking the hair of a primecess in another kingdom, pearls that 
were of a creamy luster and as large as pebbles. Immediately Willow 
went to her father and to'd him that she wanted some pearls of. creamy 
juster as large as pebbles, to bedeck her hair. | 


The king, eager to grant her every wish, sent for his caskets of 
jewels that Willow might make her choice. She searched through all 
the jewels, but she was unable to find any pearls as large and as beauti- 
ful as those described to her by Zephyrus. Then she began to weep. 
She wept continuously for seven days. The king, sorely troubled by 
his daughter’s sorrow, issued a proclamation throughout the kingdom 
that anyone who brought to the Princess the pearls which she so much 
desired might claim any reward that he wished. 


It was general knowledge that the most beautiful gems in the 
world were kept in a huge cavern guarded by a terrible monster. No 
man had ever entered the cavern and escaped alive. Nevertheless, 
nothing daunted, several valiant youths decided to make this attempt 
for the sake of the reward. There was one, Cerestreus by name, who 
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had always worshipped the princess from afar, but on account of his 
poverty and lowly birth had never dared hope for more. However, 
hearing of the Princess’: desire, he realized that this was his chance 
{o serve her and show his devotion for her. Thinking nothing of the 
risk of his life, he set out toward the cavern. 7 

Now it chanced that Cupid, returning from one of his numerous 
flights, sensed the beautiful love in the youth’s heart and decided to 
essist him. Therefore, appearing to Cerestreus in the guise of an old 
man, he learned from him his mission, and told him of a secret en- 
trance to the cave. Cerestreus, not forgetting to thank his benefactor, 
hastened on his way and fulfilled his mission. However, when he 
cave the pearls to the princess and as reward claimed her for his wife, 
she refused to wed him, because of his lowly birth, although she found 
him comely to look upon. Instead, she sent him on another danger- 
ous mission, hoping he would perish; but Cupid, ever his protector and 
guide, assisted him, and a second time he returned to claim his reward. 
The princess still disdained him, and knowing that she had always 
cained her own will by tears, began to weep. Cerestreus, because he: 
truly loved the princess and did not desire an unwilling wife, relin- 
quished his claims and departed sadly. 

Cupid, however, decided that Willow should be punished for her 
selfishness and childish tears. Therefore he condemned her to weep 
eternally; and even to this day you may see Willow in her garden, 
weeping gently. Some call her Weeping Willow. 

—Faith M. Atwood, 732 


REVELATION 


She could not know the meaning of those words; 
They were but vows from Ruth to Naomi— 
Words spoken even by the smallest birds, 

Words that, she knew not why, oft made her weep. 


Then, one celestial day, she saw two lights— 

One understanding, and divine love, too. 

And with a heart no longer dark as night 

She spoke those words that held a plea to him. 
—Wyllian Krause, ’34 
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~ UP ONE. HUNDRED AND TWO STORIES 


The Empire State Building, located in New York at Thirty-fourth 
Street and Fifth Avenue on the site of the old Waldorf Astoria, is 
the largest building in the world. It stands 1268 feet high and has a 
dirigible mooring at the top. It is considered one of the finest works 
of modern architecture. Nearly everyone has heard of the Empire 
State Building, but comparatively few have ever been up in it. The 
first time I visited it, I was all prepared with my new camera to take 
pictures, if I were not too dizzy to focus it. But to my dismay, when 
we purchased our tickets on the ground floor, we were compelled to 
leave all hand baggage except pocketbooks. Then we took the express 
clevator, and there was no sensation until we reached the fortieth floor. 
Hrom then on, until we reached the eightieth floor, I had a queer 
buzzing in my ears, which seemed to be swelling till I thought they 
would burst. 

At the eighty-sixth floor we got out and, looking around, saw a 
small shop where cards and souvenirs were sold. My first inclination 
was to stand at the edge to see what the cars and streets would look 
like. The streets resembled tiny strips of black ribbon, and the cars 
resembled small toy automobi'es. Looking down on the near sur- 
roundines of the building, one might see Penn and Grand Central 
Stations, the ever-famous Park and Fifth Avenues, and the shopping 
districts. | 

Satisfied with the downward view and failing to find any after 
effects of dizziness, I decided to start on the east and go around grad- 
nally until I had looked over the whole panorama. On the east I saw 
the Hast River, Brooklyn, Manhattan, and Fifty-ninth Street bridges; 
also Hell Gate in Long Island, and Long Island Sound. At a great 
distance, fading out of sight over the horizon, I cou!d see parts of 
Yonnecticut. On the south were the Woolworth building, the Flat-iron 
building (at one time one of the great wonders of the city), the finan- 
cial district, Wall Street, Battery Park, New York Harbor, the Statue 
of Liberty, Staten Island, and, oh, yes! the great Atlantic Ocean. On 
the west were the Hudson River, New Jersey, the Palisades, and the 
uew George Washington bridge. On the north the spire of the Chrysler 
Building called our attention to the section where many of the finest 
hotels are located. Then there were the museums of art and natural 
history. We saw Central Park, Columbia University, New York Uni- 
versity, Van Courtland Park, and Westchester County. 


We went up to the second observation platform on the one hun-- 
dred arid second floor, and at this greater height we enjoyed the view 
all over again. Finally the elevator took us to the first floor, and 
we found ourselves on Fifth Avenue, where we mingled with the 
crowd and had much to think about. —Payson Leonard, ’35 


SING LOW, SWEET CHARIOT 


As I’m ridin’ on the highways and on unfrequented byways, 
The same refrain keeps ringin’ in my ears. 

"Tis the tune of tinware rattlin’ 

And the song of hardware battlin’ 
‘Neath that tipsy pusheart body-—in the gears; 


For the carburetor’s screwey, and the differential’s blooey, 
And the universal joint is ossified. 

How ean I be her booster 

When she’s crowin’ like a rooster? 
Do you think I ean in her have any pride? 


She can toot the Sousa marches, while I get fallen arches 
Playin’ tunes. upon the useless brakes behind— 
It’s that squeakin’ of the wheel hubs, 
It’s that creakin’ of the spring stubs, 
It’s that same refrain that’s runnin’ through my mind. 
—Augustus Warren, ’32 


THE GRADUATE SPEAKS 


‘“Your methods of cultivation are hopelessly out of date,’’ said the 
vouthful agricultural-college graduate to the old farmer. ‘“‘Why, I’ll 
be astonished if you get even two pounds of apples from that tree.”’ 

‘‘So shall I,’’ rephed the farmer. ‘‘It’s a pear tree.’’ 


GRAMMATICAL PATHOS 


Kind Uncle—‘‘My little man, you mustn’t say ‘I ain’t going.’ 
You must say, ‘I am not going.’ ‘He is not going.’ ‘We are not going.’ 
burly! 


‘They are not going. 
His Nephew-——‘‘ Ain’t nobody goin’?”’ 
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JUNIOR RED CROSS 


Our Junior Red Cross organization is completing a very success- 
ful year. The membership has tripled. The weekly collections made 
in a'l home rooms are gratifying. Thirty dollars has been given to the 
Junior Red Cross Council; ten was given to help the boys’ athletic 
fund. 3 

Several comfort bags were made for the U. S. Naval Hospital in 
Chelsea. Other activities are the making of new curtains for the Red 
Cross room at Union Street School, scrap books for the Children’s 
Hospital in Boston, and a new footstool for the first-aid class. | 

One of our members, Robert Howes, went to Washington as a’ 
delegate to the Red Cross convention this spring. 

The officers for this year are as follows: president, Harold 
Nourse; vice president, Helen Pasztor; secretary, Arlene EKeger ; treas- 
urer, Andrew Pasztor. —J. B. 782 


NEW SACHEM EDITORS 


The electoral board for 1932—1933 appointed by the Sachem staff 
has chosen as editor-in-chief, Laura Holmes; business manager, Ber- 
tha Stiles. Both have been faithful workers on the staff for several 
vears, and will certainly live up to their good record in their new 
positions of responsibility. 

The electoral board consists of five members of the Sachem staff 
and five pupils from the school at large, together with the teacher- 
advisers. —EH. G. 732 


FRESHMAN CLASS MEETING 


On March 1, the class of 1935 met for the purpose of choosing its 
officers, The following were elected: president, Seaton Mendall; vice 
president, /Herbert Howes; secretary, Vera Anderson; and treasurer, 
Itebert Howes. —M. 8. 785 
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SUB-FRESHMAN DAY 


A most successful Sub-Freshman Day was held in the Middleboro 
diigh School, May 13. The pupils from the following schools attended: 
Assawompset, Bates, Carver, Plympton, and Pratt Free. Arriving at 
the school about 10.00 A. M., they were separated into groups of from 
eight to ten, and taken around the building by members of the Pro 
Merito Society. At 11:00 A. M., the pupils assembled in the Walter 
Sampson Auditorium, where they were addressed by Superintendent 
of Schools J. Stearns Cushing and Principal Lindsay J. March. The 
students were also told of various school activities by upperclassmen. 
The speakers and their subjects were: Richard. Howes, Student Body; 
Vineent Bissonnette, Sachem; Harold Nourse, High School Branch of 
the Junior Red Cross; Richard Alger, Athletics; Harriet Keith, Girls’ 
_tleague. Approximately 210 pupils are expected to enter high school 
in the fall. This is the largest number of freshmen on record in this 
school. —M. 8. 85 


ANNUAL SPRING CONCERT 


Wednesday evening, May 4, the annual spring concert of the Me- 
morial High School was held in the town hall auditorium. An excellent 
program was enjoyed by a good audience. The orchestra, boys’ and 
girls’ glee clubs, soloists, and readers contributed their talents to pre- 
sent one of the best concerts ever given by the high school. A large 
part of the success of our combined musical activities is due to the 
faultless leadership provided by Mr. Wirt B. Phillips and Mr. Walter 
Weeman, band leader. We also owe a great deal to the efforts of Miss 
Verna Howes and Miss Carol Crossley, accompanists. This year a new 
and more comfortable seating arrangement was provided for the chorus 
on the stage and its extended sides. —M. A. ’33 


ART EXHIBITION 


An interesting art exhibition was held in the auditorium of Me- 
morial High School, May 26 and 27. Attractive drawings, paintings, 
and posters were displayed on easels about the hall. There were many 
pieces of embroidery. The advanced classes displayed individual pro- 
jects, created and designed by the pupils themselves. An innovation 
was a miniature style show, costumes and models made by the students 
who are taking the art course. —M. A. 33 
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THE STUDENT BODY 


During the past year the Student Body has been active and has 
supported the school activities well. The meetings have been peppy 
and interesting to all present. The Student Body has run a benefit 
movie, sent two delegates to the Springfield Convention, and sustained 
the M. H. S. athletics. Next year we are looking forward to a larger 
membership and hope to accomplish greater things. -—E. P. 732 


MACHINES ON EXHIBITION 


Interesting demonstration of the Burroughs adding machine, the 
mimeotype, the multigraph, the dictaphone, and the Ediphone was 
given in April and May for the benefit of the commercial students. 
Each machine was shown by a representative of the company manu- 
facturing it. It was very kind of the Dictaphone Company to leave its 
machine for the remainder of the term, so that the students may be- 
come better acquainted with it. —V.B. 732 


SENIOR YEAR BOOK 


The year book staff of the senior class has been working diligently 
to produce one of the best vear books ever printed for Memorial High 
School. Because of the large number of advertisements secured, there 
will be several more group photographs than formerly. Despite the 
stupendity of the task, caused by the large membership of the class, 
the staff hopes to publish a book of which every senior will be proud. 

—R. A. 732 


COMMENCEMENT 


During the past few weeks plans for commencement have been pro- 
eressing rapidly. The class will is to be read by Allan Hale. The 
prophets are Richard Alger, Harry Anderson, Hazel Fowler, and 
Natalie Hathaway. The oration will be given by Vincent Bissonnette. 
Planting of the ivy is to be done by Lelia Elliott. The class history 
will be given by Marjorie Harrington. The class has decided to adopt 
a naval scene for the general plan. The committee has arranged a 
program intended to be entirely different from the usual. Class day 
this year should be better than any other heretofore presented. At 
the graduation exercises, which will be held Tuesday, June 14, in the 
town hall, the valedictory will be given by Augustus W. Warren, Jr.; 
the salutatory by Philip W. Wilbur. —A. LoC. 732 
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, MOLLY JESTINGS | 


Thesd Hoods 


FRECKLES 


Freckles fill me with despair. 
Every time I look, they’re there. 
Can you blame me for my woe? 
Hardly—-for they’!] never go! 


People don’t conso'e me much— 

Say they are a beauty touch. 

If this is true, I do declare, 

‘“Who doth want that beauty rare?’’ 
—-Lauretta Bissonnette, ’34 


NOT A TREE 


Sophomore Pupil: ‘‘May I borrow a pencil off of you?”’ 
Miss D. P. Chase: ‘‘They don’t grow on me.’’ 


FIRE! 
C. Clark: ‘‘Do you think I shall ever be able to do anything with 


my voice?”’ 
Mr. Phillips: ‘‘It might come in handy in ease of fire.”’ 


NOW BIRDIES DO PEEP 


There was a fat man from Bombay 
Who sat smoking his pipe in the hay. 
He once fell asleep. 
Now birdies do peep 
O’er the mound in the field where he lay. 
—R. Day, ’ 
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JUNE SONG HITS 


‘“Every Little Bit of Me’’—Miriam Powell 

‘Got a Date with an Angel’’—Harold Donner 
‘‘Lovable’’—Charles Lee 

‘‘There’s Something in My Eyes’’—Brad Cole 

‘‘Too Many Tears’’—Gerard DeBoer 

‘‘Drums in My Heart’’—Sunny Hathaway 

‘“Wrong Number’’—Bernard Eldridge 

‘“Stop the Sun, Stop the Moon’’—Lauretta Bissonnette 
‘‘Love, You Funny Thing’’-—Benj. Bump. 

‘Today I Feel so Happy!’’—Eleanor Faietti 

‘“Soft Lights and Sweet Music’’-—Our Socials 

‘‘Tf I Ever Meet the Girl of My Dreams’’—Don Morrison 


AN UNUSUAL PHOTO 

At the left we have a photograph of Rich- 
ard Howes, this year’s President of the Student 
Body. 
(Mr. Howes was absent, however, when the pic- 
ture was taken.) 


QUICK, HENRY. TH ber ie 
Barta—‘Do you think the radio will take the place of the news- 
paper in the future?’’ 
Cerda—‘‘No, John, you can’t swat flies with a radio.”’ 


QUITE SO;2QUITESSO 
Richard Rockwood: ‘‘Is Shakespeare buried in Westminster 
Abbey ?”’ 
Miss Wentworth: ‘‘No, only his bust.”’ 


AND THIS IN PEACEFUL MIDDLEBORO! 
Y Egg Keough: ‘*‘ Your money or your life!’’ 
Him Hale: ‘‘Take my life. I’m saving my money for my old age.”’ 


RUNNING TRACK 
Mr. Thomas—‘Why did they provide the Capitol with a ro- 


tunda?’’ 
R. Dunham—‘‘It’s a good place for the statesmen who like to run 


around in ecireles.’’ 
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WHERE THE BUMBLEBEE SAT 


There is an old man in Melrose, 
Who has a large lump on his nose. 
He’s been bit by a bee, 
And now we can’t see 
Where the bumblebee sat in respose. 
—KHsther Erickson, 34 


WITH A GLUB AND A BLUB 


There once was an old man named Hubb, 
Who put out to sea in a tub. 
In an absent refrain 
He pulled out the drain, 
And he sank with a glub and a blub. 
—V.A. Sherman, ’34 


THAT GOOD LITTLE BOY 


As I look back on my freshman year 

And the good little boy I was then, 

I think how I gazed, all trembling with fear, 
On the teachers and upper classmen. 


When I came the next fall to my sophomore year, 
A BOLD little boy was I then; 

Much of my fear did quite disappear 

Toward the teachers and upper classmen. 


A junior. (not a soph) is a wise little fool: 

I had to live up to the name; 

And so I was stood on ‘‘Spike’s’’ little stool, 
‘‘Spike’s’’ favorite indoor game. 


Now I’m one of the seniors so reverend and grave, 
But the tables are turned right about. 
It seems I’ve forgotten just how to behave. 
Will the teachers be g'ad when I’m out? 
—Allan Witbeck ’32 
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At the gathering of the Southeastern Massachusetts League of 
School Publications, we were fortunate to obtain as speakers two of 
the most successful alumni of Middleboro High School. They were 
Allan R. Thatcher of Middleboro and Mr. Harry LeBaron Sampson 
of Boston. Mr. Thatcher spoke at the afternoon session, and Mr. 
Sampson gave the evening address. 

These two men were in high school at the same time and con- 
tributed to the success of the first high school publication that was 
put out in Middleboro. This paper was ‘‘The Owl.’’ I wonder how 
many of the alumni are possessors of a copy. The initial number was 
printed in January, 1896. Mr. Thatcher was editor; the staff consisted 
of eight other members. ‘‘The Owl’’ contained humor and sports, 
editorials, and literary attempts of the pupils; it was, as now, largely 
supported by advertisements. 

In a column headed ‘‘Owlets,’’ which was the humorous portion 
of the paper, was found the following: ‘‘Why is it so hard to get 
Middleboro High School boys into Dartmouth?’’ ‘‘Because it takes 
the strength of a Sampson to do it.’’ Reading this, I am reminded of 
the saying that many words of truth are said in jest. Was it not the 
streneth and initiative of Principal Walter Sampson that enabled so 
many of our graduates to enter college on the same educational basis 
as city pupils? 

A column of news items gives us knowledge of the presidential 
canvass, McKinley being in the lead. This news column also says that 
yellow fever will check the Spanish operations in Cuba. 

The financial conditions must have been somewhat the same as they 
now are. ‘‘It is hoped that business interests are reviving in town. At 
the present time several houses are going up, besides the new shoe 
factory. The bank building is about to be occupied by two banks, and 
on the town house green the soldiers’ monument is dai'y soaring 
higher toward the stars.’’ —Thelma McLeod, ’31 
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TO OUR EXCHANGE FRIENDS 


This has been rather a ‘‘hectic’’ year. We have had hard work 
supporting our magazine financially, and probably similar difficulties 
have confronted you. 

At the Southeastern Massachusetts League of School Publications, 
May 18, here in Middleboro, there was no separate exchange meeting ; 
but, in truth, the entire meeting might be called an ‘‘ Exchange of 
School Publications.’’ It was a very interesting time. For the 
benefit of our friends not in this League, I will try to tell about our 
last get-together this year. 

An hour was devoted to departmental meetings. Different prob- 
lems were discussed in groups, and helpful ideas were acquired, as 1s 
always the case. In a general assembly several brief exchange sugges- 
tions were given by the ‘‘Blue Owl’’ of Attleboro. After supper we 
had the honor of listening to Mr. Harry LeBaron Sampson, a promi- 
nent Boston lawyer, who spoke on ‘‘Laws and Personal Liberty,’’ an 
address which included some discussion of the liberty of the press. 
Mr. Sampson referred to the importance of the newspaper in the world 
at large. Social and entertaining features followed during the rest of 
the evening. An educational as well as an enjoyable time was ‘‘had 
by all,’’ we hope. 

And now we say farewell, looking forward to next year when 
we shall ‘‘exchange’’ again. 
—Arlene Egger, ’31 and Hazel Fowler, ’32 


TO ANOTHER DAY 


’Tis just the beginning, _ The end of the act, 
And not the end; But not the play; 
The curtain falls Life passes on 
But to rise again. To another day. 


—Joseph Levellie, ’32 
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After much discussion it was decided to s'ash the Varsity schedule 
and introduce intra-mural baseba!l, which, incidentally, has made a 
big hit with the students. This plan having passed the experimental 
stage, we have every reason to believe that the number of contestants 
will increase each year. Many boys who were previously forced to 
play in the streets or on a back lot now have the privilege of competing 
with their mates on a first-class field. 


Intra-mural baseball also gives Coach MacGown an _ excellent 
chance to get a line on his Varsity prospects. Some who would not 
have considered competing for a Varsity berth because of their lack 
of confidence are now hitting the horsehide to all corners of the lot: 
for the Varsity team. 


The summary of Varsity games up to May 28 follows: 

12 3.4 5 6 7. 8 9 Re 

Midd!eboro 0 0 0.2 0 2°83 0) 22a 

Westport 1 0 1-1 1 J1 0° 0-0-3 

Batteries: Middleboro, Dunham, Texeira, Stulpin; Westport, 
Aaya, Ferran. 


1 2.3: 4 5) 6-798" Oe 
Middleboro 0 0 1.02) 0.2.0) 2 eee 
Bridgewater 1 1° 2:0..1 02-0 0 S20 


Batteries: Middleboro, Stulpin, Reddingeton; Bridgewater, Ward, 
Szulhizwicz. 


12° 3). 4°56 726. (9 
Middleboro 10.0 1. 0. 0°4- 1) 3-310 
Abington . O--0... 07-1020" O° 7. 1 ee 


Batteries: Middleboro, Texeira, Stulpin; Abington, Fuller, Rus- 
wick. 


1 2.-:38 4.5.6 27, VRee ee 
Middleboro 1 0 0 1.0.2 0] ite 
Bridgewater 2 2 1°3°2 -4 1-153 sae 


Batteries: Middleboro, Texeira, Howes, Stulpin; Bridgewater, 
Zion, Ward, Szulhizwicz. 


THE SACHEM 25 


— 


The Middleboro-Plymouth game scheduled to be played at Ply- 
mouth was postponed at the end of the second inning on account of 
rain. 


INTRA-MURAL LEAGUE 


Team Captain Standing* 
So. California Robbins 0-0 
Yale Sullivan | PAS) 
Harvard Reddington es 
Dartmouth Holden 3-4 
Tulane Howes 3-4. 
Notre Dame Lakey 3-4 
* Standing up to May 25 —Bradford Cole, ’33 


LUNCH ROOM . 


The Sachem has been sponsoring the lunch room for two weeks, 
The plan is as follows: the first day the staff itself contributed food- 
stuffs; Tuesday the seniors did their best; and the other classes in 
succession took charge, concluding with the freshies. Our gains were 


not bad, considering the financial depression SL) Bo, od 
Norton & Long Radio Sets and Aerials 
Installed, Adjusted, Repaired 


Thatcher’s Row 
Radio 


Sales, Service, Supplies 


John Barta 


Member of National Radio Institute 


Washington, D. C. 
Refrigeration Oil Burners Telephone 164-32 


Telephone Connection 221 Clay St. Middleboro, Mass. 
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AFTER HIGH SCHOOL, WHAT? 


Each year, high school seniors are confronted with the serious and sometimes 
perplexing question—‘“After High School. What?” Those who choose to enter 
college, scon find themselves facing a similar question—‘‘After College, What?” 

For many years the Bryant & Stratton Commercial School of Boston has been 
helping both high school and college graduates to answer these questions in a satis- 
factory manner, enabling them to capitalize the training already acquired, but 
which, too often, has not fitted them to enter positions that will immediately give 
satisfactory returns, or furnish desirable entrance to worthy careers. 

To those who chocse to enter business, Bryant & Stratton affords unsurpassed 
facilities for securing a training that will lead to successful careers in the business 
world. 

Young men, as a rule, find it to their advantage to secure the training of the 
Business Administration Course, which because of its comprehensive scope has 
largely supplanted the General Business Course, so popular in former years. It is 
well worth the short extra time necessary for its completion, as it includes training 
in both executive and accounting subjects. The young man who shows signs of 
leadership and has an aptitude for Shorthand and Typing will find such ability a 
valuable asset, enabling him to meet the increasing demand on the part of busi- 
ness executives for young men, who, beginning their business careers as secretaries, 
may develop the ability to assume the more important obligations of executive 
positions. 

Capable young women, who in addition to a thorough high school education 
acquire such training as Bryant & Stratton affords in the Secretarial Course, multi- 
ply their value and their opportunities, both with regard to the more desirable 
positions and larger salaries. 

Graduates of the Middleboro High School are not required to take entrance 
examinations; and will be enabled to advance as rapidly as individual ability and 
the standards of the school permit. Those who have had commercial training 
will be permitted to enter advanced finishing courses. 

We suggest that students interested in a business career write to Principal L. 
O. White, at 334 Boylston Street, Boston, Mass., who will be pleased to supply full 
information. 


Mary L. Hallett 


Geo. E. Doan 
Stylish Hats for all occasions oane 
Always Something New THE HARDWARE MAN 


2 ieCenter street. lela 22 aw 
Middleboro, Mass. 


Phone 40 South Main St. 


Tel. Conn. Supplies 


RALPH M. BASSETT 


ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 
Middleboro, Mass. SHELL PRODUCTS 


Roby’s Filling Station 


North Carver 


G. E. Refrigerators Duro Water Systems Service with Courtesy 
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Compliments of 


Beh CORE 


Manufacturer of 
WOODEN BOXES AND BOX SHOOKS 


North Carver, Mass. 


“IT PAYS TO LOOK WELL” E. F. TINKHAM 
WATCHMAKER and JEWELER 


Visit The 113 Centre St. 


Middleboro, Mass. 


J. E. Robinson 


Registered Optometrist 


Antiseptic Barber Shop 


24 Wareham St. 


———— 


FOR HIS PLEASURE 


What is more suitable than a gift of Ath- 


Wenham Garage 


letic and Sporting Goods? These can be 


Sales FORD Service bought at the lowest prices at 
| The James W. Brine Co. 
East Carver, Mass. Lel, 51-R 
92 Summer St. Boston, Mass. 


on 


Compliments of Compliments of 


Middleboro Laundry A. R. Glidden & Son 
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HEADQUARTERS FOR 


Wicks ¥ Bottles 


OIL BURNERS 
LON TRODECTS Co TWA MASS USA 


Plumbing and Heating 
Cash or Terms 


T. W. PIERCE 
HARDWARE CoO. 


Sentre Street — Tel. 115-W 


Compliments of 


Dr. R. G. Butler 


_ Dentist 


Dr. A. W. Cunningham 
DENTIST 


42 Center St. Tel. 128 


Compliments of 


C. L. Hathaway & Co. 


Pharmacists and Stationers 


Established 1852 
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The Homestead Grocery 


For Quality, Savings and Service 
Tel. 410 


Special Delivery 


11 South Main St. 


The 
Middleboro Gazette 


Your Local Paper 


Subscriptions $2.50 per year. 


Compliments of 
‘Roberta’s 


Beauty Shoppe 


Compliments of 


Middleborough Trust Co. 


Middleboro. 
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The 
Leland Carnation Co. 


Flowers and 
Greeting Cards 
for all occasions 


Tel. 7&6 60 Centre St. 


Horsman 


THE TAILOR 


Avon Park and Strand Clothes 
$17.75 to $35.00 


18 So. Main St. Tel. 652-R 


George Lang & Co. 


GROCERIES 


MEATS AND VEGETABLES 


Clark’s Place 


LUNCHES 
A Good Place to Eat 


W. Grove St., Route 28 Middleboro 


A. J. Clark, Prop. 


14 So. Main St. 


30 North Street 


Soule 
Furniture — Undertaking 


1834-1931 


Middleboro 


ATWATER KENT RADIOS 
BUNSEN RANGE BURNERS 
COPELAND 


ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS 


Sumner I. Redlon 


Tel. 840 


Johnson’s 


Drug Store 


Corner Center and High Sts. 


Thomas Panesis 
FRUITS AND PRODUCTS 
ALL KINDS 
This is the place to do your shopping. 


Center St. 
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FINN’S GRILL AND OYSTER BAR 


SPECIAL DINNERS DAILY 
- All Kinds of Toasted Sandwiches 
Dine and Dance No Cover Charge 


On New Cape Road 


HORACE PARTRIDGE CO. 
“EVERYTHING FOR SPORT’’ 
Boston, Mass. 


College and School Athletic Outfitters 


TALBOT-SEELEY COMPANY 


Young Men’s Suits, Young Men’s Top Coats 
Odd Trousers, Sweaters, Hosiery, Neckwear 
43 Center St. | Tel. 102 
Middleboro 


The New M-H-S Fountain Pen in School Colors. 
Priced at $1.75. Guaranteed 


MORSE’S REXALL DRUG STORE 


53 Centre Street 


THE SACHEM 


Compliments of 


L. O. ATWOOD 


Rock, Mass. © 


WINTHROP-ATKINS CO. 


Eastman Kodaks and Supplies 
‘Developing and Printing 


34 North Main Street 


WILLYS SIX WILLYS KNIGHT 
WILLYS EIGHT and HUPMOBILE 
MOTOR CARS 
MAXIM MOTORS CO. 
Wareham St. Middleboro. 


ol 


Phone 480 


TRIPP’S 


VICTORY CHOCOLATES 
60c Ib. 
NEMASKET CHOCOLATES 
$1.00 Ib. 
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THE GREATER HUDSON 


and 
ESSEX THE CHALLENGER 


NEMASKET AUTO CO. 


Bernard 8. Howes John G. Howes 


GIFTS THAT LAST 


It is not too early to be thinking about a Gift for Graduation. We 
are as ever headquarters for Gruen Watches. We consider these watches 
the best value for the money on the market. <A quality product 
throughout. A Worthy Gift for many years to come. 


M. L. HINCKLEY 


| 51 Centre St. 
Jeweler Middleboro, Mass. Optometrist 


Middleboro Clothing Co. 


Automobile Insurance Young Men's Clothing Specialty 


—Holeproof Hosiery 


—Hathaway Shirts 
Property damage Liability —Hansen Gloves 


Sport Clothes for all Seasons 
Fire and Theft 


F . Th 
orest E. Thomas Alonzo Ryder & Come 


Insurance of all kinds ALLEN-A HOSIERY 


Is Fully Guaranteed 
59 Everett St. Tel. 351-M a 
And is Always Reliable 


MIDDLEBOROUGH PUBLIC LIBRARY 
INNOIINCAMCINT<-~ 
4 00127 2061 
one 
OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHS [90-0 ." CE; 
Class of 1932 Dn BTR 
THIBAULT STUDIO | Ata THE LIBRAR 


WALK-OVER SHOES 
D. W. Besse Co. 
Men’s and Women’s Middleboro and Boston 

Sneakers for Basketball 
Children’s Shoes 


H. L. Thatcher & Co. 


PRINTERS OF THE SACHEM 


New England Cranberry Sales Company 


Distributors of 


Eatmor 


Cranberries 


Headquarters at 


9 Station St. Middleboro 


ATWOOD-COSTELLO, Inc. 
CHEVROLET CARS 
and 


TRUCKS 


